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DAVID GARRICK, Eq; 


SIR, 


| O you I have ventured to dedicate the enſuing lines: 
and, though they may prove deficient in every eſ- 
ſential which conſtitutes the excellency of Po TRY; yet, 
from the bare confideration of being a compliment to the 


memory of SHAKESPEARE, they cannot intirely be unac- 
ceptable. 


Ir may perhaps be urged :--Why I choſe a meaſure 
ſeldom uſed but in familiar epiſtles of ſongs : To this I 
reply, that the images of poetry, like objects in painting, 

© _:- are 


1 
are animated conceptions of ſelf-exiſtent principles or cau- 
ſes.---As the one is capable of being ſhewn with equal ef- 
fect in varied ſhades of colouring ; ſo the other may be 
conveyed with undiminiſh'd ſpirit, in every diverſity of 
numbers which the capacity language admits of:—With 
this conſideration that harmony is not deſtroy'd by an 
extravagant length of verſe ; nor the attention interrupted 
by too quick a ſucceſſion of the rhime.—And though the 
meaſure in queſtion 1s ill calculated to effect the energies of 
paſſion, this imperſection ſeems chiefly to ariſe from the. dif- 
agreement between the zones it produces, and thoſe of cuſ- 
tomary diſcourſe. On the other hand, the delivery of the 
lambic numbers, ſtrongly correſponds with the natural in- 
flexions of the voice, when exerted on any occaſion where- 
in the mind is intereſted ; as in a complaint of grief, or con- 
ſolation of pity. This preſumption may be aſſigned as a 
mimetic cauſe, why tragedy, elegy, and pathetic poetry 
in general, are of the latter diſtinction ; as that, which 
would be acquainted with the heart, ſhould be familiar 
to the ear I an 


* Since this remark was prepared for the preſs, the writer has had the ſatis faction to find an 
opinion in Ariflotle, to the ſame effect. 


Gm) 

I am well aware, that no profaic compoſition, however 
beautifully conſtructed, or affectingly marked, will bear 
to be tried by the definitive rules of poetry, from the irre- 
gularity of the quantities which attend its numbers: Vet, 
in ſuch a tract, I will venture to affirm, the Jambic will 
occur more frequent than any other foot: and on that 
poſition, this reaſoning is to be maintained. 


Ax advantage, however, in favour of the Anapeſt, is 
its wonderful properties for that ſpecies of writing, in 
which the Fancy, rather than the Feeling, is concerned; 
and the Imagination more than the Judgment, engaged. 


| I sHALL not make a further apology for a Poem, which, 
perhaps, may be found undeſerving of any. 


I am, Sin, 
Your moſt obedient 


and humble ſervant, 


April 4, 1778. William Pearce, 


1 r 


"on 
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REMOTE from the track of rude boors, in a ſhade 
Thick-grown and romantic, for ſolitude made, 

Lie ſcenes Nature wraps in her wildeſt array, 

Where fairies ſequeſter to hide from the day; 

There fancy-bleſt SnAKESTEARxE firſt tun'd his wild tongue, 
And the echo of hills to the melody rung. 


C | From 
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From ſummer's warm beams to the ſpot he'd repair, 

And breathe in the umbrage of beech, the cool air ; 

How oft have thoſe boughs ſcreen d his temples from heat, 
That green-turfy hillock how oft been his ſeat ! 

Round his couch vi'lets grew, where he trod roſes ſprung, 
And the birds of the foreſt were mute when he ſung. 


| His haunts will I pierce where the oak-grove appears, 
Tho' rude, yet enchanting the covert it rears : 

I'll rove, gentle fancy, by thee wildly led, 

The mazes that oft-times recorded his tread : 

Unwearied thro many a thicket he'd range, 

Thro' many a winding, and labyrinth ſtrange. 


The ſun's roſy ſtreaks, that the Orient adorn, 

Wou'd ſummon him forth thro' the dew-ſteps of morn ; 
Invite to yon upland impurpled with heath, 

Whence odours diſtil to the vallies beneath; 

And, led by the clamours that chorus the chace, 

Deep woods, and unſearchable waſtes wou'd he trace. 


And 
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And frequent aſcended yon mountain in view, 
Hard- breaſting the gale from its ſummit that blew ; 
His eye backward caſt, ſaw retiring the lawn, 

The landſcape diminiſh'd, the hamlet withdrawn: 
Whilſt onward a ſcene more romantic aroſe, 
Of deſerts, and moorlands, and hills in the cloſe. 


To the field he repair d, where by Monmouth's fam'd Bix Tn, 
The high-blooded Percy was beat to the earth ! 

And trode to the plain where © ſweet Montagus fell, 

And Warwick the ſtern breath'd his dying * farewell.” 

—-W hat herald thy brow, O deſert, ſhall array 

With honours ſo fair, as a minſtrel can pay. 


Ye walks of deſpondence ! ye groves! awful vales | 
Where Druids prophetic erſt mutter'd their tales: 
Ye can witneſs how oft in the cool eventide, 
In your ivy-crown'd arbours he penſive wou'd hide; 
And wandering wide from the waterfall's ſtun, 
With ſweet carol'd madrigal ſing down the Sun. 
Lou 
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Your wild ring retreats to my ſearches |;eveal, 
In deepeſt retirement O let me conceal ! © 
Poetic the ardours that beat oer my breaſt, 
For ſurely the ſhades. he frequented are bleſt! 
The woodlark's ſhrill muſic was caught by his tongue, 
Where he ſigh'd Nature wept, Nature {poke when he ſung. 


Near the ſtreamlet that wells down thoſe rocks let me he, 


Let breezes with, fragrancies laden wind by !|-— 
Heav'ns] thro' that arch d opening what brightneſs of dyes q 

What tints ! what effulgencies blaze on my eyes 

And ſweet from the thicket the grey-linnets ſing, 

Attempting the lay to the falver-tun'd. ſpring, 


- 


Whilſt Nature to Fancy a banquet ſhall ſpread, 
Enlink'd in herarm, may ſweet Poetry tread : 
4 The life how endearing, remote from mankind ! 
4 Remote from the ſplendours that barraſs the mind 
4 At day-ſpring awoke by the lark's floating ſwell, 
At curſew-time lull'd by the lone village bell. 
cc | On 
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On the ſeaſon of ſleep when the cottage is ſtill, 
And no murmur heard, fave the fall of the mill, 

Or drowſy watch-maſtiff that bays the ſharp wind, 
And ſtartles the ſlumbers that wrap the poor hind, 
How pleaſant to eye the white mountains afar, 

Or ſeck by ſome river to number each ſtar! 


Hark |—echoes of voices celeſtial, I heat--- 

Sure Fancy's wild magic entrances my ear! 

With tones ſweetly varied, aërial and ſhrill, 

The harp's choral ſymphony breaks o'er yon hill l 

— That ſtrain's dying fall the rapt ſenſe kindly greets, 
And like the bleſt South, ſteals and ſcatters its ſweets l 


In yonder red track where the Sun darts his fires, 
As down to his Ocean-receſs he retires, 
Lo, Ariel appears] radiant beam his ſoft eyes, 
His firy-girt mantle the azure of ſkies. 
The clouds ſeem to open and riches turn forth," + 
And the ſpeed of a ſtar bears che ſpirit to earth 
: : D The 
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© The elves af the brook, ſwelling mount, fountain brim,” ; 
Repair at his call, o'er the dews deftly- trim. | 
In the ſhades where they revel'd of yore, ſtill they meet 
And wanton in ringlet, or chivalry feat. 
© Unbent is the graſs where their printleſs ſteps pace. 
Now light they depart the wild foreſt to trace 

: Ah! turn from the airy-bred viſion thine head! 

4 Yet pleaſing the cheat that ſo ſweetly miſled—- 

4 Say can the illuſions that play on the mind, 
The muſic excel, of the ſhirill-· paſſing wind? 

1 Or proſpect exhibit, more awful and hoar, 

; Than rocks at whoſe baſes the ſea-billows roar ? 


b | Aſcend thee, yon mountains romantic and high, 
\ Where Nature's rude ſcenery hangs to the eye ; 
44 The wood elevated that waves to the gale, 


The ſecret, untrodden receſs in the dale, 

The torrent that wanders adown from its head. | 

O'er whoſe brink drooping willows their boughs madly ſpread. 
1 ; 6 Yet 
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Yet Fancy, thy hand the rude draught ſhall o er- ſcetch, 
And out-picture Nature, when wildeſt her ſtretch! 
Sweet mirror] the rainbow thou giv'ſt CEO dyes, ' © 
And gather'ſt its colours diſpers d to the ſkies ; 

Thy regions o er- travel the eye's aching view, 

And SHAKESPEARE alone the wild boundaries knew | 


Tho' now far away thy deluſions are fled, 

And undiſguis d Nature appears in the ſtead ; 

Again ſhall be open'd Invention's rich urn, 

Again the deceit in illapſes return; 8 

Thou Fancy, ſhalt pace, like a eee d, 

And muſic be heard from an airy ſhell breath d. =_ 


Bright ſhines the ſteep upland; and lovely the vale, - 
Beneath the mild luſtre of night's regent pale; 
Lucid orbs, and light-ſtreams in the æther appears, 
And the boſom of nature tranquility wears. 

On a night ſuch as this, when the village was ſtill, 
Wou'd he rove the deep foreſt, or filver-tip'd hill. 


Or 


x6 THE HAUNTS (OF 


dor Ger the beach d margent that edges de c. 
And well with the mind did each object agree ; | 
The waves gentle lullings, the mariner's ſong, 
The rocks, that reſponſive, the ditty prolong ; 

The wandering lights o er the ocean chat fly, 

And veſſel remote, ſtealing faint on the eye. 


Sweet ſcene to contemplate! adieu thou calm deep 
He wou'd leave thy ſoft murmur to climb yonder ſteep ; 
His harp by his fide to the mountain gale ſung, 
Or wak'd at his © golden touch wood-muſic rung.--- 
The thought ſpreads a ſtrain on the air's heaving breaſt ! 
---Entranc'd in fuch rapture ſtill let me be bleſt! 


When darkneſs a mantle more ſhadowy ſpread, 
With ſpirits he'd roam, and converſe 1 the dead, | 
Ihe inmoſt receſſes of Nature explore, 

And the furtheſt beholding wou d fancy fill more: 
To the nightingale's ſorrow he d liſt the night long, 
And the murmur of Avox would copy in ſong. 


From 
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From the mount clad with moſs, to the brook ozier- crown d, 
The minſtrelſy melting did echoes reſound ; 
Deep-charm'd with his ſwells, and enrapt with his trills, 
Fays quitted their grots, and deſerted their hills; 

To ſedgy-fring'd Avon they tript it along, 

And danc'd to the airy-ſoft notes of his ſong. 


For O thou wild ſtream ! in remembrance reyer'd, 

His warblings have oft on thy borders been heard! 

The labor-worn peaſant, unmindful of toil, 

To his fancy-form'd cadence wou'd liſten and ſmile; 

Aloof wou'd the traveller, far-diſtant bound, 

On tip-toe outftretch'd catch delights from the ſound. 


Far off to the Weſt, view that caſtle's remains 

By moonlight how dreary ! what ſadneſs there reigns! . 

Hark | the owl boding hoots from her ivy-roof'd neſt! 

Feels the ſoul not a tremor ! and ſhoots not the breaſt | 

Yet there wou'd he wander, and muſing alone, 

Body forth airy ſhadows, and beings unknown l' 2} 
E Hail 
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Hail ye cells! where the foul wing'd on pinions ſublime, 

In her paſſage to ages unborn outſtrips Time. 

Hail ye caverns ! for deep where your thickeſt ſhades ber | 
He loiter'd all penſive full many an hour; 

Whilſt ſpe&res, apparel'd in glooms hke the night, 

In frantic diforder wou d ſtart on the _ 


Each fragment, where once ſpoke the nice touch of art, 
A moral impreffion convey'd to the heart; 
With regret won'& he eye ruin mope o'er the pile, 
| Where conqueſt once triumph'd, and joy wore a ſmile; 
And the depth of reflection he ever purfid, == 
He deem — object he view d. 


Yet pleaſant of ſpirit, how oft with delight, 

Has he ſpent in yon manſion the winter's long night: 

There mingling with ruſtics, joke o'er the brown ale, 

And loud was the laugh that ſucceeded each tale. 

How bright was his humour} his jeſt O how ſmart ! 

c 
Round 
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Round paſſes a ſtory of wizards and charms, 
Fair virgins bewilder' d, ſtrange monſters, and arms, 
A giant ſubdu'd by a knight's hardy hand, 

Brave Arthur's atchievements, and unbeaten band. 
This, fpeaks of his penils half-breathleſs in fear ; 
And that, ſtarts a witch he purſued for a hare. 


Of magic more awful the ſweet Filly tells, 

Of ſpirits that burnt in the lightning, of ſpells 

And enchantments, whoſe force cou d © controul the pale moon 
Rift Joves mighty oak, and the ſun dim at noon,” | 
Dread ſiezes the many | and each in affright 
Sees the blaze from the hearth put a goblin to thghs. 


Are theſe the diſtreſſes alone of the mind? 
And leaves the wild fable a veſtige behind? 
O periſh your terrors! the boſom. ere long 
Shall labour with feelings, with paſſions more firong : 
The tribute that's due from the heart tears ſhall pay, 
And the ſigh pity heaves chace the vapour away. 
| Tales 
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Tales piteous and fad from his plaintive lips ſlow 
Of heavy calamities, long betid woe; 
A mother lamenting—ah ! well may ſhe weep ! 
In beds cold and watry, her murder d babes ſleep. 
| Sweet bloſſoms ſcarce blown murmur pity ye waves | 
- Hoary Thames, bathe their limbs in thy low pearly caves ! 


Ye-nymphs, in whoſe boſoms Love kindles his heat, 
Who to your lone pillows your ſorrows repeat ; 

Ah what are your terrors, ye daughters of care, 
When Juliet s complainings awaken the ear 

When Romeo, impaſſion'd, ſteals wild on the ſight, 
And Love's gentle mournings ſalute the dull night! 


Of War too he ſung.-Fierce encountring alarms, 
Red havock; and all the fell horror of arms: 
Steeds wounded, and wrung with the anguiſh of pain, 
Now trampling the dying, now ſpurning the ſlain : 
In leaders and peaſants bold daring and might, 
And princes engaged in the ſkirmiſh of fight. 


Thou 
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Thou Enel of battle! fair chivalry a dar! 
Whom fame, bearing up in her ray-darting car, 
Enthron d where reward and deſert ever meet, 
With eye of bright triumph, O bend from nl 
View Ao1xncourr's field pictur d out by his hand, 
And che banners of ee land. 


A fan dim'd by clouds,' weeping Richard appears, 
No joyful tongue bleſſes, no eye welcome bears | 

Yet patient in ſuff"rings!—inſulted and led, 
« He ſhakes with meck ſorrow.the duſt from his, head,” 
A drop at the cloſe the ſweet moraliſt ſheds, =. 


* And ſends his och d bearer in tears to their beds. 


Peace to you, ye mourners! repoſe he forſakes, 

And o'er the bleak deſert a lengthen'd way takes 
| There guides the lone tray'ller, as doubtful he roves 
Midſt foreſts uncheary, and rough-tangled groves ; 
Tho peril and horror beſtrides the night-blaſt, 

And no ſilver ray from a planet is caſt. 
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He wou'd climb yonder lift that o'erbrows the broad ſhore, 
Round whoſe baſe the winds whiſtle and waves wildly wer; 
And, whilſt tempeſts the breaſt of the deep did deform, 
Shoot his eye c er the hutly, and picture the ſtorm : | 
Give wrath to the thunder, the lghtnings bid fly, 

Along the ver · d fea and the blue vaulted ſæy. 


But paſt is the tumult—the whithwind expires 
| And back to kis channel the Ocean retires : | 
40 No longer the turbulent furge beats the trnd, 
No longer dd air Jarts the firy-wing'd brand ; 
A calm is arodnd' the vaſt horizon ſpread, = 
And Serenity finiles on the pronilinent's head: 


—The day-break tie penal; when rofy-hued beams | 


[ 4 From the eaſt trembling forth, cheer'd the vallies and ſtreams, 
It Unclouded the heavens, and temper'd the breeze, 
| That ruffled the Avon, and ſung o'er the trees. 
= His /ights like the Sun the bleſt ſeaſon adorn, 
| 1 And brighten the dew-drops that hang on the thorn. 
8 20 | * Hark, 


SHAKESPEARE. 


„Hark, the peal the bold foreſter rings in the vale | 
Glad ſhouts and loud triumphs are borne on the gale, 
The hunt is awaken'd, che -morning ſerene, Ne 
The woods bright and fragrant, the fields freſh and green: 
The mountains re- echo! the thickets around 
Reply to the horn, and the tunable hound. 


12 
. 


Ye bloſſoms that ſtrew the firſt ſteps of the year, 
And lovely and bright to the ſenſes appear, 
Tho ſcents the moſt fragrant ye breathe id, 

Your beauties may periſh the next anger'd gale: - 
But O in his ſonnets ye wear fadeleſs hues, __ 
There, fill are ye ſpangled with ever-freſh dews. 


The mantle of ſummer with flowrets he ſpray d, 

Each hillock and level with bloſſoms array'd; 

And ev'ry cool zephyr ſhed grateful perfume, 

And ev'ry ſweet bud wore an innocent bloom. 

The breath of the North, at his voice rattling flew, 

And winter'd the proſpe& that bluſh'd on the view. 

The 


In this deſcription, borrowed from Sbalſprar, he is characterized as a Hunter, 


24 THE HAUNTS QF 


The ranger of woodlands, and gay village-ſwain, 


Crown d him prince of the foreſt, and lord of the plain ; 


To their eyes was he dear, in their hearts was he lov'd, 
And with welcomes was greeted wherever he row d. 

From cottage law-roof d, wou'd the nymphs eager throng, 
And in reverence bow to the monarch of ſong! 


A wreath of muſk-roſes they wove for his head, 

That odours, the ſweetneſs of morn, o'er him ſhed : 
With freſtmeſs ſtill blooming, drew life from his breath, 
But hung down their crefts forrow-ſtruck at his death; 
O'er his grave were they ſtrewn, and again they appear, 
At return of each ſpring, the firſt blown of the year. 


The redbreaſt, in homage and court to his ſhade, 
With herbelets fweet deck the earth where he's laid. 
O bleſt be the ſpot! be the bard ever bleſt 

Joys circle him !—Seraphim crown him with reft ! 
No pillager's foot nigh his aſhes e'er tread, 

To trample the turf, where lies pillow'd his head ! 
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The grot where he dwelt ſhall be ſacred to * 

And Poetry near the receſs plume her wings ! 

At his name, Fancy's pulſe, wild in motion ſhall beat, 
Strange extacies riſe," and the heart glow with heat. 
The fame of his ſhades beyond Pindus's ſoar, 


And the Avon =_ 7 95 when rn no more. 
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nern e. 
| o N 
Ma. GARRICK's RETIREMENT, 
cala fin SHAKESPEARE. 


ö 


SCENE, The Banks of the River AV ON. 
TIME, The Approach of the Morning Twilight. 


HERE ſhould this muſic be, in air or earth? 
pon the waters crept it, by mine ear. 
Tis the ſoft minſtrelſy of fairies mirth, 

That nightly trip in wanton ringlet here ! 


It ſounds no more !-.- As'ligtitning brief, they glance 
Thro' briar, over flood, hill, park and dale! 
---The fringed curtains of thine eyes advance--- 
Lol the ſweet ſhade of SuAkEsTEA RR, aſhy pale! 


By. Forth from his eyes his ſpirits wildly peep, 

I And looks that breathe, his abſent GanRIck weep. 
| A rover HE, who wanders far away; 

1 le gave to Nature force, —to Fancy play. 
mn But ſoft ! I ſcent the morn. —/ght-ftreaks appear, 

The Srinrr melts to air,---into thin air! 


AEVERTISEME N x. 


Six Stanzas of the foregoing Poem were Printed about 


Seven Years ago. 
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